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Almost Honest 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first time writing anything Megadeth and | really hope | got the characters right, or at least close 


enough so that they don\'t seem like they were from different universe or something. | hope everyone enjoys 


this! 


Junior could deal with a lot from his lover. The drugs were one thing. Even though Dave didn't seem to care 
that he'd been struggling to stay clean while Dave shamelessly used and drank in front of him. He dealt with 
the merciless beatings that could come at the drop of a hat and for no reason at all. With all the yelling and 


screaming, the pain and suffering, Junior had to wonder if it was worth it. 


Its not like Dave really loved him anyway. David knew that he was nothing but a convenient lay. Someone that 
Dave could go to when no one else would have him. Someone that would think the world of him no matter what 
he did. The fact that all of those things describe Junior to a T was probably the only reason the redhead had 
stuck around so long. That, and the fact he probably didn't want to waste time finding another bass player for 
Megadeth. 


However, there was only so much a person can take, and as he placed a bandage on the cut over his eye that 
was caused by Dave's ring, he decided enough was enough. He was done. He knew he would probably never stop 
loving Dave or would never be able to be completely free of him, but at that moment he decided that the 
redhead could go fuck himself. 


It was over. 


Dave loved Junior. It may have taken him years to admit and even to say it, but the feelings were there. He 
just had an unusual way of showing it. Which is why the last thing he expected to see when he returned to 
their hotel room was Junior moving around the room and packing all of his things. He was in shock, he had no 


idea what was going on, so he did the first thing he could do. He got angry. 


"What the hell do you think you're doing?" he growled. "We have a gig tonight and you're just gonna up and 
fucking leave?!" 


He was met with a glare and blackened and bruised eyes, the latter which he regretfully remembered causing. 
He had never seen Junior this angry, and if it wasn't for the fact that anger was directed at him, he would 
have to say it looked sexy on him. 


"I'm switching rooms. | can't stay here, not with you, not anymore." 
"God Dammit Junior! | don't have time for this touchy feely shit! Just tell me what the hell is your problem!" 


"You are and I'm fucking sick of it!" He advanced on Dave, his anger making him a lot more forward and brave 
than he had ever been with the redhead before and he really didn't care about the consequences his actions 
may have at this point. "| have done everything you have ever asked of me and | have gotten shit for it! You 
mock my attempts to stay sober, | have a fist in my face at the drop of a hat, and you don't think that's a 


problem?!" 


"Everything that's happened between us could have been prevented Junior, but you just love to keep pushing 
mel" Dave growled, balling up his fists in anger. "Do you really think | want these things to happen to you? | 


fucking love you Junior!" 


"Don't say that to me when | know you don't fucking mean it!" Junior then went deadly calm and pushed passed 
Dave, snatching his arm away when Dave tried to grab him, and went back to packing his clothes, "Don't lie to 


me anymore. You at least owe me that much." 


Dave was stunned which, in turn, made him more angry. How dare he! How dare Junior accuse him of not 
loving him! He didn't know what went through his head. He didn't know how hard it was for him to say those 


words. "I'm not lying. | love you and you're not leaving." Not leaving me. He finished silently. 


Junior grabbed his bags and walked over to the door, where Dave stood like a stone. "I am" he hissed. "You 


only want me because l'm convenient." 


No. 
"Because no one else will put up with you and go along with your shit without question" 
No! Thats not true! You know if! 


"I'm such a fool! | sit here and let you beat me and demean me, everything a normal person would have been 


walked away from!" 
You make me do those things Junior! You have to know I love youl 


"And | stayed because | loved you. Well now I'm fucking done!" Junior pushed passed Dave and grabbed for the 
door and as soon as he opened it, it suddenly slammed shut loudly, making him jump back in shock. David 
turned back and faced the seething Dave, his hand pressed firmly against it. While his face may have been red 
with anger and fury, if David looked a little closer he could see the look in Dave's eyes showed an entirely 


different story. 
"You can't leave David" Dave took a shuddering breath before he continued to speak, "I need you." 


Junior sighed and turned to open the door and this time met no resistance. He felt his resolve begin to 
crumble as he looked back at Dave, but one glance at his bruised face in the mirror, made his strength come 


pouring back, "Thats what you always say and when you actually mean it, come find me." 


When he pulled the door shut behind him, David leaned against the wall and sighed when he heard what were 
no doubt punches against the door and walls of the room. He grabbed his bags and slowly began to walk away 
from the door, fighting with each step not to go back to the room and back to Dave. 


The redhead finally had collapsed on the bed when he was sure the room had been completely demolished. 
Anything that could be broken had been and he was left alone with his destruction. Dave lied prone on the bed 
with his bloodied and battered hands at his sides. His mind was the only thing active at this point, replaying the 
last words Junior had said to him. 

"That's what you always say and when you actually mean it, come find me." 

That's what you always say.. 

When you actually mean it. 

Dave turned his head to the door, as if trying to will Junior to walk back through it. He knew he had fucked up, 


but it wasn't his fault! Junior just didn't get it. He had to find him, had to make him understand that he meant 
everything this time. He found himself unwillingly falling into the world of sleep, and despite all the grand 


speeches he came up with in his mind to say to Junior, the only thing he could make himself say was, ".! did 


mean it." 


